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Or How He Got Coal In His Stocking 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry. | know it's kind of early but | thought it might get some of us in the mood (for Christmas). 


It was Christmas jam night at the shop and all afternoon, the younger man sat with a notebook and a 


permanent grin on his face. Every time David came within ten feet of him, Dave hid what he was working on. 
"You're up to something." David eyed him suspiciously, crossing his arms over his chest. 

‘| am not!" Dave protested. Then giggled. 

"What are you doing?" 


"Nothing! Go away!" Dave reached out and gave his husband's hip a gentle shove. "Wait, can | have some 
cookies?" 


That earned him a swat to the back of his head. 


After Jamie and Dave did their traditional duet of ‘Baby, Its Cold Outside’, he pulled up a stool. "| wrote a little 
special Christmas song for my gorgeous, incredible husband. Baby, why don't you come over here and sit next 


to me so | can look at your beautiful face while | sing to you." 


David gave him side eyes but did as he was asked. He placed his bass guitar in its stand and pulled another 
stool next to Dave. "What are you cooking up, Grohl?" 


"Why, David! You wound me." 

The audience tittered at their cute banter. 

Dave strummed his pick over the strings, gave a tuning peg a turn and then cleared his throat. He took a deep 
breath as if he was going to start singing and strummed a chord. Dave abruptly stopped, laying his hand on 


the strings. You know," he began. "I just wrote this song this afternoon. | hope you like it" 


‘I'm sure | will, baby. Can you please play it?" David sweetly replied even though he knew his husband was up 
to something. 


He started to play before, again, stopping. "Are you sure you wouldn't rather me play it for you later, 


upstairs?" 
The audience groaned. 
"Play the damn song, Dave." 


"Okay!" He strummed the guitar again and sang, "On the first day of Christmas,my true love gave to me," He 
paused, giving David a big smile. "a big dick in my ass." 


David groaned and tried to slide off his stool and walk away. Dave grabbed his wrist and sat him back down. 
“There's plenty more." 


"Yes, that's what l'm afraid of." 
The crowd laughed. From behind the bar, Jamie yelled, "Keep going! | need to hear more of this!" 


‘On the second day of Christmas, my true love gave to me two tubes of lube and a big dick in my ass." He 
stopped again and grinned at David. 


"You're ridiculous." 


‘On the third day of Christmas, my true love gave to me three french kisses, two tubes of lube,and a big dick 


in my ass." 
The audience was starting to get into it now, singing along with Dave with every part that was repeated. 


"On the fourth day of Christmas, my true love gave to me four vibrators, three french kisses, two tubes of 
lube,and a big dick in my ass." 


"All right now. Here we go!" Dave shouted. "On the fifth day of Christmas, my true love gave to me five cock 
rings," He sang out ‘cock rings’ nice and long and loud. “four vibrators, three french kisses, two tubes of 
lube,and a big dick in my ass. On the sixth day of Christmas, my true love gave to me six guys a-laying, five 


cock rings, four vibrators, three french kisses, two tubes of lube,and a big dick in my ass." 


At this point, the crowd was only quiet when Dave say a new line. He looked over and laughed when he saw 


even David singing along. 


"On the seventh day of Christmas, my true love gave to me seven butt plugs plugging, six guys a-laying, five 
cock rings, four vibrators, three french kisses, two tubes of lube,and a big dick in my ass. On the eighth day 

of Christmas, my true love gave to me, David's favorite, eight ball gags gagging, seven butt plugs plugging, six 
guys a-laying, five cock rings, four vibrators, three french kisses, two tubes of lube,and a big dick in my ass." 


"That is true. That is my favorite thing to use on you." David shouted at him. 


"On the ninth day of Christmas, my true love gave to me nine ladies’ panties, eight ball gags gagging, seven 
butt plugs plugging, six guys a-laying, five cock rings, four vibrators, three french kisses, two tubes of 
lube,and a big dick in my ass." 


"Another favorite of mine on you!" 


Dave laughed and started to pick up the tempo. "On the tenth day of Christmas, my true love gave to me ten 
whips a-cracking, nine ladies' panties, eight ball gags gagging, seven butt plugs plugging, six guys a-laying, five 
cock rings, four vibrators, three french kisses, two tubes of lube,and a big dick in my ass." He took a deep 
breath and played faster yet. "On the eleventh day of Christmas, my true love gave to me eleven canes a- 
snapping, ten whips a-cracking, nine ladies' panties, eight ball gags gagging, seven butt plugs plugging, six guys 
a-laying, five cock rings, four vibrators, three french kisses, two tubes of lube,and a big dick in my ass." Then 
Dave stopped playing and picked up a bottle of beer. "You know, let me tell you guys a story." He took a long 
drink during which the audience groaned. "No story? You just want a big finish?" 


They all screamed, "Yes!" 


"Finel" He shifted on the stool, drained the bottle of beer, belched loudly and then started playing again. "On the 
twelfth day of Christmas, my true love gave to me twelve leather collars, eleven canes a-snapping, ten whips 


a-cracking, nine ladies’ panties, eight ball gags gagging, seven butt plugs plugging, six guys a-laying, five cock 


rings, four vibrators, three french kisses, two tubes of lube," And finally, the big finish. The entire coffee shop 
was filled with laughter and screaming. Dave's eyes grew large and he took a big, deep breath. “and a big dick in 
my ass." He sang loud and slow and finished the song with a big flourish. 


The applause was thunderous. David couldn't deny it. his husband made him laugh until his ribs ached. And the 
way he smiled that big toothy grin made David want to kiss his stupid face. 


The older man slid off the stool and took Dave's face in his hands. "You're gross. Thank you for such a lovely, 


moving song!" He smiled and then gave Dave a gentle, quick kiss. 


Dave squeezed his husband's ass and replied, "Nothing but the best for my baby." 


